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Brenna Molden
Devoted
Watercolor
First Place Award
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Brenden “Lav” Connelly
Lightless
I claw at you aggravated,
But you get closer and tend my wounds
A shell of the desecrated
Dismissed as having “one-of-those-moods.”
The bridge was burned
Yet you still managed to cross
You always show up at the worst times,
stop it.
Shadow of creature looms
As you blush and call it cute
Others cower in fear as
You find their warnings mute.
My life is a vital fatality
And you are a fatal vitality.
My skin of fire, you call it warmth
A demon of dire, you are misinformed.
Your company is calming
Myself you’re embalming
But my personality faults are spawning
I’m not a monster whose emotions you can hone,
So please,
leave me alone
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Anna Frazier
Body Dysmorphia
Cold, pale skin
mottled with blue and purple patches,
thin hair that falls out with each gentle brushstroke,
yellow teeth,
ribs pushing against the skinthreatening to break through,
a beautiful corpse,
but an ugly reflection.
Walking the line between a mortician
and beautician,
as I color correct my face,
and forcefully put the pink back into my cheeks,
anything to give the illusion of life,
but no matter how good I get at contour,
I can’t find my way out of the uncanny valley.
I look for the coordinates on the scale,
but none of them feel right,
so I keep going,
following a mirage of an exit
at a number I can never reach.
Even if I retraced my steps,
and found my way back,
I wouldn’t be where I wanted,
because I’ve never felt at home in my own skin.
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Paige Hale
No Way Up But Down
Acrylic, Watercolor, Modeling Paste & Ink
Second Place Award
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Anna Frazier
Tinder
I feel the lingering of your fingers across my skin.
Even though I’m not used to the gentle touch,
I’ve already learned to not mistake it for...
“I care about you,”
“I won’t hurt you.”
Yet, I continue to let your hand explore my body,
I’ve already convinced myself I’ll let you go as far as you want.
I don’t care anymore.
I know this is nothing more,
I’m not like that girl you led on,
I know what you’re doing.
But, I don’t care.
So, continue to touch,
I’ve been deprived of it for too long.
I’ll bathe in the sickly-sweet feeling for hours to come,
even at 12:00 pm in Psychology
after leaving your dorm at 6 in the morning.
The way you comfortingly rubbed my arm haunts me,
a ghost I’m begging to stay,
knowing you could vanish at any moment
as soon as you find someone better,
prettier,
more interesting,
less clingy,
that can hold a conversation,
that can make a decision,
that isn’t me.
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Still, it was me you swiped right on,
but I know I’m not your only “match.”
Yet, you must have some attraction toward me,
you continue to let me come over.
So, you must not be bored yet.
But, I wonder, how much longer?
How long until you find someone else?
And, I’ll be back to that app
to look for another ghost to possess my body,
someone to claim I don’t care about
as I write a poem about them.

Silvina Ocampo (author) Holly Hendrix (translator)
Las huellas (The Footprints)
Sea water pooled on the land
joined in the light of the fine sand,
as if they’d always walked together,
it would seem that they loved each other,
in the salty foam with stars,
on the sunlit sand lie the marks
left by our feet, quite nude
so far away, and mute.
Leaving a promise etched in the ground,
our voice, meanwhile, wrapped around,
shatters into the air to traverse
the blue cruelty of the universe
while just the two of us walk
along the beach and talk.
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Saule Gollihue
Memories
Cyanotype on Wood Slices
Third Place Award
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Soledad Castresana (author) Holly Hendrix (translator)
Las mamás (The Moms)
‘member
that time when we bathed
the chicks with shampoo?
we scrubbed their wings
and dipped them in the pail
to rinse off the foam
‘member how
we let them dry in the sun
on the slabs
they chirped softly
they smelled like seaweed
one by one
slowly
they started dying
‘member?
we spent the day
crying for those little ones
that couldn’t bear
so much love
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Barbara Morrison
Alien
Photogram Edited in Photoshop
Honorable Mention Award
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Sony Kilgore
A Sensation Leading to Memory
Dusty cobwebs have woven themselves into the corners,
Of that room that has been vacant for months.
It sits toward the back of the house,
Looming just behind everyone’s shoulders.
Back there it once smelled like chamomile,
And the nasty incense that rotted in precious glass bowls,
Things that were so characteristic and usual,
Assaulting everyone with their absence.
It smells of chemicals now,
Disinfectant and heavy bleach.
It seeps through the narrow hall,
The only connection it has to the living pieces of the home,
In order to disrupt the banality that they are trying to bring back.
It knocks politely at their noses,
Asking for the quarter and begging the question,
Is there a point in forgetting about me?
And that room takes its place at the dinner table,
Between the conversations that titter quietly,
So subdued by its presence.
The hospital bed that lingers,
Where a warm chestnut frame once sat.
The breathing machines that were never collected,
Sitting over the imprint of those precious bowls.
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Hannah Fulks
Treat People with Kindness
Silver Gelatin Print
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Laura Lowe
Blooming Light
Digital Illustration
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Sony Kilgore
Junior
“C’mon, dad.”
I say this softly,
To make sure he doesn’t wake up.
He’s set on the couch,
Head lobbed down so his chin touches his chest,
Drool parading through his untrimmed beard.
He used to be so heavy,
To the point that I couldn’t lift him,
But his once swollen beer-gut,
Has shrunk.
I heft him under his arms,
Nose shriveling at his odor.
His armpits are stained dark,
And his old t-shirt is dotted with mess.
His mouth moves but noise doesn’t come,
Words stuck in his head where he’s too gone to wake.
He fits against my back,
Even awake he couldn’t try supporting himself.
The windows are closed and the shades are drawn,
But the blinds are crinkled and broken,
Letting small bits of moonlight find a way in.
The table is covered in junk,
Old magazines stained with coffee,
Take-out containers and crinkled fast food bags,
Half-empty glasses that have sat for weeks.
I carry him in a way that is familiar to me,
Because it is how he carried my grandfather,
And how my grandfather used to carry his father.
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I look over at the television,
Where an old rerun of Maury is playing.
The room flashes with the screen,
Coloring it with the deep maroon of Maury’s set,
Then the vibrant blue of a Windex commercial.
“What the hell were you watching?”
I’m talking to nobody,
But it feels nice to say.
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Sinclaire Marie
How Small You Made Me Feel
Charcoal
Honorable Mention Award
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Rox Lockard
GEN-171-6666
the familiar song of the dial tone
drone of atonement
organs in the waiting space
hum hymns to pass the time.
communion while you wait?
angel numbers become a manner
of muscle memory
salvation found in 999
sin found in the inverse.
the passage[s] of time
dust settles in the pews around me
holy water evaporates
alongside my patience.
[voicemail.]
leave your hopes after the beep!
another prayer left unanswered
damn, your inbox must be getting full.
do you ever get tired
of me
calling,
god?
i think i will delete your number soon.
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Rox Lockard
holy water, alcohol of choice
humanityso devoted,
so trusting.
what’s it like
to put your life
in the semblance of a god?
hold hands with the holy
wouldn’t things slip through
jesus’s punctured palms?
the spherical world reminiscent of a round womb
virgin mary, mother mary,
quite contrary
what even is a mother figure anyways?
can bible pages stuff bullet wounds,
the gauze of a god?
tell me,
what’s it like to see the world through stained-window glasses?
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Laura Simpson
Moonlit Tree
Digital Illustration
Honorable Mention Award
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Richard Martin III
A Pariah’s Jeremiad
We should’ve died that day
When the trumpets sounded,
And the skies rained gas and bullets.
When thunder was the audience,
That clapped our skulls together
Like a steel hammer to a bell,
Ringing our soft souls to hell.
Nothing pierced me deeper,
Than the black water scratching down your face.
Not the burning in my eyes,
Not the inevitability of a crosshair’s embrace.
We did die that day,
When the coroner dropped your casket,
And we flinched at the sudden stop
That ran away with you into the ground.
Now silence follows the abstract images of a screaming crowd,
Swallowed by an intangible past that exists quietly in the mind,
Replaying its cryptic playlist, relaying its long warning,
Like buzzards on an old power-line singing death in early morning.
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Olyvia Neal
In the Spotlight
Digital Photograph
Honorable Mention Award
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Richard Martin III
Departure AF0688
Five hundred nomadic hearts beating
In a sun-bound bus which races up the scarred-sky,
Another white ink streak is slicing into the black die,
And I, there too, wonder who exactly man is cheating.
Lines in the stars, teething astronomers now see,
Soft strokes of solace like red dashes on wrists;
They are reflections of a homeless crowd’s tense fists,
Who plant in their lovers’ hearts the bitter seed,
Of absence from their partners’ pain in time of need,
And like weeds, disperse on sky-trains to be strained away
Into strangers, like when juice drains from a steward’s lemon,
And is lost to the shaking of fingers, stolen by the thundering
steel floor.
But these newborn observers rarely see
This scathing brush beneath the trees.
I think about when I was like them,
Wrapped in my mother’s tender blanket.
But here I am, a briar on a bird’s wing,
Hitchhiking my way from someone I need,
Now with sweaty palms buckled to my knees,
My mind droops downward into a distracting sleep.
In the moon-painted clouds I made a clever mask,
To cleanse the frantic want of the past,
Which grows louder with every sudden rumble;
Steel wings glide me into that wartime jungle.
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Richard Martin III
Marlboro Midnight, First Place Poetry Award
Today’s eyes see what wilted tongues described
The soft silky sap of the pine
The motion of the sun’s lullaby
As a storm shuts off the sky.
The smell of labor in a rusty truck,
The taste of a traveling river’s mist,
The helpless harmony
Of a falling turtledove feather
On the rails of the forgotten,
Where once a lonesome whistle blew,
And hummed away a child’s ticket,
To an empty promise that is now the drifter’s home.
But despite the wonder of these lines,
They make up only the smoke in the room,
The sweet sounds of the indulger’s pipe,
Huffing and puffing as the fog recites,
All the clichés of the clock,
Whose clicking is the nastiest tic,
A slobbery, sweaty embrace,
From one cold dreamer to another impulsive thinker.
But the day will come when the midnight toker,
Broken from the pale moonlight,
Will exhale a wedding band,
Slowly gliding, binding to the clock’s hand,
And like water to sand,
Will choke the hour from the land,
And thereby cough up the stress
Of this material mess.
And then yes, death.
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Patrick Clark
Solitude
Charcoal
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Kendahl Young
Bloody Secret
Digital Photograph
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Jazmine Opdycke
Lost Atlas of Desire
Once my voice sang in anguish between sadness and a dream.
Its wings pierced the too timid evening sky in a dying gleam.
And saw as it flew across the lost atlas of desire,
The motionless sea could not hold such a nocturnal fire.
Something ravenous harbors between my trembling heart and you,
Not even the soundless shore could sing a song so dark and blue.
Tenderness comes and goes from my delirious madman heart.
A thirst that flees to the salty oblivion sea to part,
To drown the soundless anguish between sadness and a dream.
Jazmine Opdycke
Stars
I shove the stars in my mouth, gulping.
The taste lingering on my tongue,
Burning from the solar flares.
The night shines darker. Still,
I reach for the moon,
Consuming it.
I only want
To feel
Whole.
Madisyn Staggs
anxiety
Constricting cage of copper crushing my fickle throat
Lungs laboriously begging for breath
Perspiring palms, brittle nails bitten to the bones
Stomach sunken, sickened with memories of mistakes past
Will I make it?
Will they hate it?
God, please save my wretched soul
INSCAPE • 30

Ethan Jenkins
Slash and Burn
Acrylic
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Madisyn Staggs
Humpty Dumpty
With a beautifully crafted heart of glass,
She was quickly and easily shattered.
Whether men or women, any person at all,
Falling in love was a deadly hazard.
Friends and kin worked to mend the cracks
Left behind by her failed flames,
But neither tape nor glue could heal her core
Humpty Dumpty was never the same.
So she snuck out at midnight and made a grave trade:
Her glass heart replaced with steel.
And with her insides composed of iron and screws
She found she could no longer feel.
Exchanging agony for apathy, pain for decay,
Her arterial ice pushed loved ones aside.
Perhaps vulnerability was never a chilling curse
And she should have worn her glass heart with pride.
Madisyn Staggs
To My Soulmate
The smell of spring soap on your soft, satin skin
The way your eyes crinkle when you laugh, when you grin
How your curls flow wildly in the crisp autumn breeze
How one look shared with you puts me at ease
To spend each moment at your side would be perfect bliss
To wake up each morning from your sensual kiss
I will love you forever, this I declare
No matter when, no matter where
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Tayler Burnette
Jaded
Archival Inkjet Print
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Karlye Lane
Meat Mockery
White Earthenware, Underglaze & Watercolor
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Aleksander Perris
Gasping for Breath in the Heisted Night
First Place Fiction Award
The boss has been different ever since their last heist.
Tiziano Belmonte, funeral director and bootlegger, said that they
didn’t do heists, but Ethan knew a gang when he saw one. And
those seen drinking in the basement of ‘Belmonte & Sons’ from
casks buried in empty coffins - those were gangs. He and Tiziano
might as well have been a two-man group trying to fight against
all the others.
They didn’t fight often. Most people in town willing to
break the laws of prohibition were desperate enough to get
their whiskey where they could, even if it was from an Italian
immigrant and a 25-year-old veteran. Even gangs known for
torturing traitors with meat hooks couldn’t be bothered to glare
at Ethan from behind the dusty bar, ones who knew Ethan’s face
as Eddie Two Knives - his old name, as much as he hated it. They
all knew what he had done to be hiding underground like a rat,
but they didn’t care so long as he kept quiet.
He always kept quiet. Ethan had been slung into the
Great War just as he had been slung into the Dead Eyes, but
at heart, he was nothing but a boy running from his arranged
engagement. He just so happened to run into Tiziano.
It must have been two years ago when Ethan had been
running from the Dead Eyes, the gang hot on his heels after
a botched truce meeting. He hadn’t meant to do it. He didn’t
mean to kill him. It wasn’t like he could have told a gang that, so
he ran. Maybe it was more honorable to let God take him with
a gunshot to the temple, kneeling on the dirty sidewalk and
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Haley Younce
Sit Like a Lady
Oil on Canvas
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dying before his face could hit the ground, but Ethan was not an
honorable man. Throughout all the violence of his life, of all the
war and killing, he just wanted to live.
When Ethan had found sanctuary in a funeral home that
should have been closed for the night, picking the lock and
walking into the barrel of a pistol, Tiziano chose to let him live.
Maybe it was because he was at least ten years older than Ethan
and knew the wide-eyed look of a doe facing death, or maybe, as
Ethan thought, he wasn’t as cruel as he wanted to be. The man was
an immigrant in 1923 of all years - he knew cruelty like the back of
his hand and chose to let it die with him.
He didn’t have any experience with bartending or smuggling,
but Tiziano didn’t care. “As long as I don’t have to do it,” he said
with a wave of a gloved hand, his cheekbones sharp in the light
of the upstairs parlor. Ethan spent more than a normal amount of
time thinking about those angles of his pale face as if the man had
been made of porcelain. He should have had wrinkles by now, he
thought.
That’s what Ethan told himself, at least, not wanting to think
of any other reason for staring so intensely. He knew otherwise.
He wasn’t an idiot and this kind of thing had happened time
and time again, beginning with a boy in the barracks and ending
with Kas, who stepped down as boss of the Dead Eyes - probably
because of him. Who would respect a gang if the leader was
known to swing?
Kas had called it “swinging,” his attractions because he didn’t
think it was real. It was like a pendulum to him - sometimes he
was leaning toward women, and other times he found boys like
Ethan. Only that time, two years ago, Ethan had found him, and
Kas found that he no longer knew how to feel when someone
treated his attraction like something normal. So he left, and he did
not leave gently as Ethan had hoped.
He caught Kas at the door of the old hotel they used as a base,
having been run down by a lack of tourism and better places to
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go, even if their city wasn’t far from Boston. It was dirtier, though,
the streets constantly smelling of gasoline and cigarette smoke,
as if the air itself was flammable. It choked people who weren’t
used to it, who weren’t going to die of cancer one way or another.
Providence was a doomed city, and it reeked of death.
“Wait!” Ethan had called out, grabbing at his suit jacket like
a clingy toddler, his hair still tousled from sleeping through
breakfast. “You don’t have to go! You - You started the Dead
Eyes!”
“Yeah,” Kas had agreed, turning to look at him with sharp
green eyes, the color of grass that was overwatered and greedy
from the rain. “And now it’s overrun with-”
It was the second time anyone had ever called Ethan that
slur, but somehow it hurt more than when his father had said it.
Against his best efforts, Kas had been someone to him. It was
almost a relief when he caught Tiziano talking to a client about
the skirt a woman had been wearing on the street, his lip curved
upward in a way that seemed genuine, as if he wasn’t faking it. At
least Ethan couldn’t fall for this one.
A silver ring on a man’s hand slapped the counter once, sharp
enough to snap him from his thoughts with a hard flinch. Tiziano
strode past him, looking down at him with a raised, black brow.
“Stay awake for your shift, Evanson.”
“Yes, sir,” Ethan said on command. Tiziano looked away,
though not before his eyes glittered with something like
happiness, a euphoria for something vague and not quite
understood. Even with the funeral home being a front, Tiziano
was still a funeral director - he gave real funerals during the day
and was called sir and mister all the time, and yet he never seemed
tired of it. Then again, maybe all men who hadn’t been ruined by
the army enjoyed it. It only ever reminded Ethan of long expanses
of battlefield littered with bullet shells and bloodied bodies.
Sometimes he preferred the slur.
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Jenna Hackworth
Casual Drink
Oil on Canvas
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The heist occurred a week ago when Tiziano and Ethan
drove toward the warehouses in the dead of night, his knuckles
tense on the leather steering wheel. Tiziano’s hearse was pristine
as the day he bought - or stole - it, and Ethan was always a little
envious that he never got to drive it. The man was protective
of everything, though, and the hearse was just another part of
himself that he didn’t share easily.
After two years, Ethan knew little of him aside from the fact
that he immigrated from Italy and that his two sons died in the
war. He tried to figure out where they had served, wondering if
maybe he met them, but Tiziano never said. There had been an
edge of panic in his voice, and Ethan had just assumed that it was
too painful. Knowing wouldn’t bring them back from the dead,
anyhow. He at least managed to piece together that Tiziano must
have been older than thirty-forty at the earliest, and yet he did
not treat Ethan like a child. Just a coworker.
Ethan never told him that he wanted to be friends, that he
longed for a platonic intimacy - or more. Even at twice his age,
Tiziano was handsome. His black hair was always straightened
and sleek, revealing a widow’s peak pointing down to a long scar
on his nose. He always wondered how he got such a severe scar,
but he never could work up the courage to ask.
They got to the warehouse by two in the morning, and
despite the silence of the outside world, the warehouse was
busy with the sounds of men working, rolling out the kegs to
be placed in their casket disguise. There was nothing abnormal
about the trip save for the fact that Tiziano had been unable to
secure a driver to do it for him.
As if they were nervous.
“Evenin’, Belmonte,” someone said to him, rolling out the
keg and stopping it at his feet, standing a cautious distance away
from the armed funeral director. “Clear vodka from overseas,
brought in with a few favors. No whiskey, this time.”
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Tiziano hummed, his eyes locked on the barrel before him.
He closed the distance between them slowly, his black suit jacket
flowing in the breeze. “A shame. Whiskey sells best this time of
year. I suppose you won’t mind me taking a look at the inside?”
The man shouldn’t have cared, and yet he tensed. Everyone
around the warehouse seemed to pause, their eyes focused on
the two. “I don’t see why you should need to. I’ve never crossed
you before.”
“It always starts somewhere,” he said, his hands in his
pockets. “Open it.”
“Belmonte, you don’t need to taste the damn-”
“Open it, or the money leaves with me.” Tiziano silenced him
with a raised brow, his eyes stern, unwavering. It was always his
stare that made men crack first. Even this man, who was nearly
twice his size with biceps like bowling balls, shrunk. It made
Ethan wonder just what Tiziano had done in the past, if it was
only ever bootlegging.
Tiziano only stared when the keg was opened, his nose
twitching at the distinct lack of anything. He dipped his finger in
it, smelling it, only to shake it off. Ethan wanted to ask what was
happening, though he didn’t need to. Tiziano glanced at him, at
the knives strapped to his hips.
“Water,” he said, his voice thick with disappointment. He
drew his pistol, turning back toward the man. “I’m only ever
tricked once, and-”
The man charged forward with the panicked desire to
live, his fist connecting into his gut and toppling him over. He
grabbed Tiziano’s shirt by the chest, slamming him into the
hood of the hearse with all intent to kill him.
Something about the hand on his chest made Tiziano’s eyes
widen with fear for the first time since Ethan had met him. He
flailed under him, uttering something incoherent before Ethan
threw the tip of his knife into the man’s throat.
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Anthony Smith
Untitled
Digital Photograph
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Chaos ensued almost instantly, for the man’s entire gang
had been hiding, waiting for the opportunity to take them out.
They did not escape easily, and by the time sirens were blaring
in the distance, Tiziano was gasping for air, his lungs rattling
sickeningly. Ethan’s arm looped under his, noticing how easy it
was to lead him to the hearse.
“You drive,” he said to Ethan, handing him the keys with a
shaking hand. “Fast.”
He did not need to be told twice. He left the warehouse
behind the moment he slammed his foot on the gas, not telling
Tiziano that he had only ever driven a car a handful of times in
his life. Tiziano leaned against the window, his skin clammy as
he clutched at his chest.
“Can you breathe?” Ethan asked, hesitating at the
intersection that could have led to the hospital. “Maybe we
should-”
“No,” he said, looking at him with wide eyes. “If you take
me to the hospital, you won’t have a job when I get back. If I get
back.”
It felt too grim for just a broken rib. Ethan didn’t like it.
“Don’t talk like that, Mr. Belmonte,” he pleaded, not ready to
mourn the sudden death of the closest thing he had to a friend.
He parked haphazardly, practically carrying Tiziano up the
stairs to the apartment above the funeral home, placing him
atop his bed. The heavy comforters deflated against his weight,
grey against his white button-up. He winced at the sudden
movement, clutching his side as he struggled to sit up. Noticing
that Ethan was still pacing in the room, he snapped, “What are
you waiting for? Go.”
“You need someone to help you!” Ethan said, biting at his
already short nails. “You can barely move, and if I’m not here,
how will I know if it gets worse? What if your lung is punctured?
What if-”
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Tiziano raised his hand at him, squeezing his eyes shut as he
pointed toward the corner of the room. “Fine, but if I catch you
looking while I’m changing, I’ll take you out.”
Ethan felt his heart stop at his words, for of course he had
figured out his past loves, his attraction that he could not change.
And of course, he hated him for it. Maybe he even thought he
was disgusting. “Oh. Certainly, sir.” He turned, though upon the
sound of someone tripping and cursing, he could not help but
whip around in fear.
Tiziano was braced on the doorway, having knocked into
a table, though that was not what Ethan was staring at - or
rather, trying not to stare at. What caught his attention was his
unbuttoned shirt revealing layer after layer of tight bandages
around his chest, so tight that the skin wrinkled at the edges in
protest. Even under the makeshift armor, he could see the slim
waist and the curves of someone who had not always been a
man.
He wondered why he had never seen Tiziano wear less than
two layers at a time, why he always shied away from physical
touch. He never brought anyone upstairs, claiming to be a
private person. Now he knew.
Tiziano did not shrink away as he would have expected, nor
did he kill him. Instead, he straightened as much as he was able,
as if challenging him. He buttoned each individual button with
ease, his eyes meeting Ethan’s. All he said was, “Now you know.
Are you willing to let your friendship with Dorothy go public in
exchange for exposing the freak?”
“How did - How did you know?” Ethan asked. “How are
you-”
Tiziano laughed, though there was something desperate in
his voice as he crossed his arms. “I’m not a fool, Ethan. There’s
only one good reason why someone’s family would kick a
veteran out after a failed engagement - one that a man would be
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too ashamed to speak about, that is. I’ve always known you were
queer. I just didn’t care.”
“Then you must know that we aren’t so different,” he argued.
“If you’re still Tiziano despite this, then nothing’s changed
between us. We can both have our secrets and still be fr–in
business.”
His eyes were cautious, distrusting after having been tricked
once already. Still, he seemed to consider this, as if he wanted to
believe him. “It can’t be that easy. There aren’t many like me.”
“There aren’t many like me either, but there also aren’t many
funeral director bootleggers.”
Tiziano laughed and despite everything, it still sounded like
the man that Ethan worked for, that Ethan had grown to like
so deeply over his employment. For the first time, they felt like
friends, seeing each other for the first time through a clear glass.
What shocked Ethan most of all was the hand that Tiziano
offered him, outstretched, ungloved. He almost couldn’t believe
it, feeling as though this one touch was a barrier that he could
never cross. And now it was crumbled. “I don’t know if my wrist
is strong enough,” Ethan joked, making him laugh for the second
time as he took his hand, shaking it. “This doesn’t feel like
blackmail.”
“No, it doesn’t,” he agreed. “It feels like an alliance.”
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Robert Pettus
Guilt
Achilles did a 180-degree twist, hopping into the air,
subsequently sprinting behind the couch and running a lap
around the living room before abruptly stopping and flopping
down onto the carpet. Jack watched as he sat on the ground, his
back against the couch and his legs sprawled out in a V-shape.
“That’s a good one, Achilles! You’re quite the speedy little
guy!”
Jack petted Achilles, stroking his head as the small brown
rabbit continued lying comfortably on the ground.  
“Okay, okay,” Jack said after a couple of minutes, “I can’t pet
you the whole day! My arm is getting tired!” He slouched back
against the bottom wall of the couch.  
He began unconsciously twiddling his thumbs, a habit
developed from the intense anxiety which hovered over him
constantly like a chaotic, unpredictable storm.
Jack looked out the window. It was a cloudy day. There was a
drizzle of rain. It was warm and a bit windy. It was comfortable.  
“What should I do, Mr. Achilles?” Jack said, “What’s next?”
Achilles ruffled his nose, as if to communicate what Jack
already suspected: Achilles had no idea.  
Jack stood up and walked outside. The misty wind blew
against his face. He thought it felt nice.  
He stared into the woods. It was spring, but the trees were
still mostly dead. The wood was lifeless. On some occasions,
a lonesome deer would emerge, as if from some ethereal
emptiness, and sniff around in the parking lot of the apartment
complex. When this happened, Jack would pick up Achilles,
take him out to the balcony, and hold him up so he could see the
wildlife. Jack thought Achilles would be interested to see such a
(to Achilles, at least) massive creature.
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No deer today, though. The wood was empty.  
Jack walked back inside and fell asleep. It was about his bed
time, anyway.
The drive to work the next day was foggy. The mist from
the previous day had continued through the night and into
the morning. The windshield wipers of Jack’s small, sputtering
Toyota Scion THUMPED and THUMPED, similar to the
way Achilles THUMPS when he’s angry, as they attempted
unsuccessfully to keep moisture from the windshield.  
The noise made Jack twitch with anxiety.
He tried to muffle the constant, necessary but frustrating
sound with music from the radio. As he turned the knob, static
white noise filled his ears. He cringed back into the driver’s seat,
swerving and nearly colliding with an oncoming semi-truck; its
high-beams blinding and the blare of its horn further deafening.
He pressed one of the presets. He wasn’t sure which one because
in his frustration he’d pushed three or four of the five buttons
with his whole palm.  
The soothing voice of Ann Wilson rang out over the static:  
He’s a maaaaaggggggic maaaaaaan!
Jack made it to work.  
The warehouse parking lot was full. Jack drove in cyclical
monotony around each section of the lot, searching for a space.
He eventually squeezed in between an oversized pickup and a
creepy, white, windowless van.  
After putting the car into park, he grabbed the chair-lever
with his left hand, leaned back, closed his eyes, and thought
about how much he didn’t want to go to work. It was almost
6:00 AM.  
The toaster dinged as it discharged two pieces of burnt bread
into the air. Jack, unable to catch them because his head was
rattling from the ding, watched them fall back to the toaster and
then to the dirty floor. He picked them up and began buttering.
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The morning paper was sitting on the table in the break
room. Jack sat down and snapped it open, a piece of the freshly
buttered toast was hanging out his mouth.  
On the front page read a chilling headline:  
LOCAL WOMAN FOUND DEAD IN NEARBY RIVER.
The cause of death hadn’t yet been discovered but based
on the multiple stab wounds littering the body, police were
assuming with confidence that it was a homicide.
Jack immediately sank back into his chair and pulled the
paper over his face.
“Was it me?” He contemplated miserably, “What if I did
that?”
He continued to drown himself in his chair with the
morning paper.
DIIIIIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNNNNNNG came the abrupt
sound of the work bell.
Jack snapped up in his seat, looking at the clock. It was
already time to start work. He shoved the rest of the dirty toast
in his mouth, swigged his cup of hot black coffee, and stumbled
out the breakroom door into the warehouse.
The ringing of bells and clanging of metal for the rest of the
day filled Jack’s head as his sense of paranoia grew.  
“I did it!” He thought, “I must have done it! Who else would
do something like that! And they haven’t found the killer; it must be
me!”
Horrified, he continued monotonously pressing the
buttons on his machine as the sound of steam and compression
produced and then spat out one metal bushing after another.  
This continued for hours. When the bucket filled, Jack
grabbed it, lifted it, and placed it on the conveyer belt, the whole
time thinking about the possibility that he was a murderer.
“I did it! I just know that I did it!” He brooded continuously.
INSCAPE • 52

When the DIIIIIIIIINNNNNNNNNNNNNG signaling the
end of the work day finally rang out, Jack was in a twitchy state of
detachment.  
It was still raining on the drive home. The windshield wipers
continued their frustrating THUMP as Jack again tried to drown it
out with loud music. The Immigrant Song by Led Zeppelin played at
full volume as Jack attempted to distract himself by singing along:
“Ahhhhhhhh... Ah… Ahhhhhh… Ah… I come from the land of
the ice and snow…”
Jack’s paranoid mumbling rendition sounded much less
inspired than the screeching confidence of Robert Plant. Jack
continued to sing, nonetheless. He wished he had the courage of a
Viking.  
When he walked in his apartment door, he set his things on the
table and then exhaustedly sank into the couch. While battling with
his involuntarily closing eyelids, he noticed through his mental
haze Achilles gnawing on the bars of his cage. Jack, feeling sorry for
his animal companion, arose and opened the door.
He petted Achilles, and the rabbit, grunting his disapproval,
turned and ran off behind the couch, flicking his feet backward
in resentment. Achilles, like most other living creatures, disliked
being forced into a cage. Jack felt like he needed a cage. It might do
him some good. He instead crawled into a fetal position on the
couch.
After rocking back and forth in anxious discomfort for some
time, sleep eventually came. It was fidgety, fearful sleep, but it was
sleep, nonetheless.  
Jack dreamed.  
He was kneeling in the middle of a shallow, muddy river. It
was completely dark outside. His hands were bloody, but he didn’t
know why. Jack tried to screech out in terror, but no sound came.
It was as if the misty, damp air muffled any noise that attempted
escape from his throat. He kept silently screaming. There was a
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deer in the river, a doe. She approached him, bent down next to
him, and began sniffing at his bloody palms. Jack screamed again.
This time it wasn’t soundless. Noise erupted from his mouth as
raspy incoherent terror filled the air. The doe jerked backward
in fright, momentarily looking Jack right in the eye. She looked
afraid, but she also looked like she understood him, as if to be
communicating:  
“I know who you are… I know what you’ve done.”
She then turned and ran. Water kicked back by her legs
splashed into Jack’s palms, washing off some of the blood.  
Jack awoke.
He was lying belly up on the couch. Achilles was standing
on his chest, sniffing his face. It tickled. Achilles sprang off as
Jack snapped up. Jack’s eyes were frantic. They were darting back
and forth, as if glancing simultaneously at both everything and
nothing. They were tired eyes, even after napping. They were
fearful.  
Jack stumbled over to the bathroom sink and splashed water
on his face. He looked at himself in the mirror. He thought he
looked miserable; like a pathetic, scared man. He walked back
over to the living room, sat on the couch, grabbed the remote,
and turned on the television.
Jack, flinching, retreated backward as the full volume of the
evening news blasted out from the TV set. The same headline,
this time in auditory rather than written format, forced its
way into Jack’s skull and began chaotically bouncing around,
destroying his already fragile psyche. With his eyes closed, he
pointed the remote at the TV until the volume subsided.  
“I did that!” He again thought to himself. “I know I did that!
Who else would do something so deranged? I must have done it! I
know I did it!”
Jack slouched off the couch and onto the floor. He lay there
for some time. Achilles again jumped onto his chest; this time
using his forepaws to dig into Jack’s T-Shirt as if his heart were a
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potential burrow. He continued digging spasmodically until Jack
lightly brushed him aside.  
Jack stood up and walked to the door leading out to the
balcony. He opened the door. It was still raining. He walked
out onto the balcony. In the distance, on the other side of
the parking lot, he could see a deer. It was a doe. Rather than
grabbing Achilles to show him the wildlife, he instead stepped
out onto the balcony. Mist dampened his clothes and face. He
peered across the lot to the deer. He made eye contact with her.
She stared back and kept staring.
Lightning lit up the night. The crack of thunder filled the sky.
Jack flinched. The doe was gone. Jack was afraid.  
A tickling feeling brushed against Jack’s leg. In his paranoia,
he turned quickly. He felt familiar fur as his shin pushed aside
the soft creature at his feet. Achilles was thrown off the balcony.
Jack, mortified, looked to the ground below. Achilles was
dead.
He ran outside and grabbed Achilles. Achilles was dead. Jack
held him. Blood spilled out onto his palms. He looked across the
parking lot. The deer was back.  
They again made eye contact. Lightning again struck. This
time the deer didn’t move. The deer looked confident though
sad. Jack rocked back and forth. He screamed. He started crying.
He pressed his face to Achilles’s limp body. It was an accident.
He didn’t know what he was doing. He wasn’t in the right state
of mind. He did it, though. That part was undeniable. He was
guilty.  
“Hey!” came a voice from above.
Jack looked up and saw a resident of one of the neighboring
apartments standing on her balcony.
“You know we’re not allowed to have pets here, right? You
shouldn’t have that rabbit!”
Jack, bewildered, screamed again.
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Sierra Austin
Sang Guard
A few years ago, before he passed away, my husband and I
had found ourselves in a tight spot financially. We lived in a small
farmhouse in the country with our two small children. Needless
to say, we had bills to pay and mouths to feed. While most
people would have been distraught, we were not. We knew that
we could make the money we needed because it was Ginseng
season!
So, we got a sitter for the kids, put on our worn-out boots,
and headed for the hills. We both grew up in the hollers of
Eastern Kentucky and spent most of our lives in the woods,
so we learned to hunt Ginseng at a young age and were avid
hunters. We couldn’t wait to get into the woods and search for
the beautiful, profitable plant that we called “‘sang.”
We had scouted a place the year before, but never got to
hunt it, so that’s where we went. It was a very deep holler, shaded
by giant elms with a small stream running through the middle of
its rocky slopes. It was the perfect sang habitat, or so we thought.
It was the end of August and very hot that day. We searched
up and down every inch of that holler. By the time we got to the
end of it we were drenched in sweat, and had only dug a couple
of roots. To say that we were disappointed would have been an
understatement. However, we could not just give up. That wasn’t
an option.
As we sat on a large rock together at the end of the holler,
wallowing in disappointment, Josh, my husband, noticed a tiny
holler that curved back around the bend. We took our last draws
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from our cigarettes and got up to investigate this small gleam of
hope.
Now mind you, this tiny holler was not for the faint of heart.
The hills were much steeper and I knew by looking at it there
would be snakes. I told Josh I was worried. His reply was, “Aww,
it’ll be alright.”
We stepped into the mouth of the holler and began
searching. Then there he was. Right under my foot. The biggest,
meanest copperhead I had ever seen in my life. And he was ready
for a fight! My heart sank to my stomach, and I was paralyzed
with fear.
I screamed for Josh to come to my rescue. He came running
and killed the monster, hitting it repeatedly with sticks and
rocks.
As we looked up from the lifeless snake, we saw a huge patch
of sang! And for us, in that moment, it was treasure. A pile of
gold wouldn’t have made us happier. We joked and said that the
copperhead was guarding our treasure. We decided to call him,
“The Sang Guard.”
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Bob Chikos
Caught Looking
I stumbled into my baseball career.
A freshman at community college, I’d planned to go into
teaching. I figured I’d need to build my resume, so I volunteered
to coach a middle school park district basketball team.1
Two months after the season ended, Evelyn, the director for
programming, called. She asked if I had a summer job lined up.
“No.”
“We need someone to oversee our youth baseball
operations.”
“Uuuuh,” I said, thinking that I had no business being in
charge of anything.
“I already have a high school guy who can run things.
He’s been with us for years. The thing is, he’s, uh, not really
dependable.2 I need someone to keep an eye on him. You’ll
figure the job out quickly.”
She was right. I learned the job on the first day. I started each
Monday-Thursday at 4 p.m., and Saturdays at 8 a.m. To set up
the fields, I’d drive a spike behind home plate, unravel a spool
of chain past first base, and deposit a line of chalk along the line,
then repeat with third base. I’d hammer in first, second, and
third bases, and the pitcher’s rubber, and voila, we were ready to
play ball.
My town was a model suburban community. Built in the
late ‘70s and early ‘80s with a far-but-within-a-reasonable-drive
to the city, and a planned mix of cookie-cutter subdivisions,
retail, and park space, it appealed to suburbanites’ unending and
insatiable quest to find the “best schools.”3
1

2
3

Coincidentally, one of those kids on that team is now my coworker. If you’re
reading this, hi, Mike!
“Not dependable” was her nice way of saying “often hungover.”
They were “OK.”
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By 1993, organized sports had taken over the town. Whereas
I had partaken in the occasional pickup baseball game in the
‘80s, by this time, fear of imagined omnipresent, clandestine
weirdos had driven kids indoors when not directly supervised.
As a result, even playtime had become managed. Parents loaded
their minivans for structured practices and games.4
My job was primarily to “put out fires.” I’d be summoned to
one of our 14 fields to bring missing equipment, settle a dispute,
administer first aid, or fill in if an umpire didn’t show up.
Although I was only 18 and new to the job, I also had the
most authority after 5 p.m., when Evelyn’s day ended. I had to
gauge the weather and make the decision to play or cancel as
clouds rolled in or the mercury climbed. The parents’ responses
ranged from, “I can’t believe we’re playing in this monsoon” to “I
can’t believe you’re calling it just for a few drops.”
I enjoyed working with most of the kids and their coaches.
Although the leagues were boys’ baseball and girls’ softball,
there was a girl, Stephanie, who played baseball with the best
of the seventh-grade boys. One Saturday, she was striking
out players left and right. On one at-bat, after she had thrown
two consecutive strikes, a dad hollered, “You keep striking
boys out like that, Stephanie, and nobody’s going to ask you
to homecoming in high school,” to which everybody laughed.
Stephanie’s coach wryly retorted, “Oh, I dunno, Eddie. I see at
least 10 teammates she’d have her pick from.”
Stephanie sheepishly grinned at the exchange, straightened
her cap, set her stance, and threw strike three.
There were a few adults I worried about. Occasionally,
coaches would argue about calls that clearly had no basis, like
the kid who was thrown out at first by several strides, as the first
base coach screamed “safe!” This led the other coach to storm
out to prevent me from changing my mind, and a Jerry Springer4

I’m sure there was also an element of believing that coaching by a volunteer
parent was the first step toward a major league career.
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esque shouting match ensued. The kids sat on the bench in
silence, staring at the ground, waiting for the game to resume.
While I had a good understanding of the game, thanks to
a decade of watching about 80 Cubs games on WGN every
summer, I didn’t know every rule. I didn’t understand the infield
fly rule, I was a bit sketchy on the difference between a foul tip
and a foul ball, and I couldn’t identify a balk.
But I did know when a kid was thrown out by six feet.
One Saturday, I had to fill in as ump for an eighth-grade
game, our highest level. One team was coached by Nick, the
shaggy-haired, push broom-mustached dad everyone loathed.
He’d show up for games wearing a college baseball uniform,
in his massive pickup truck, along with his girlfriend who
appeared to be about three years older than I. When one of his
players erred, he’d refer to him as a “girl” to demean both the
player and females in general and it was widely understood that
he’d occasionally instruct his pitcher to hit a batter to express
dominance.
His son was a gentle, quiet kid with slumped shoulders, a
naturally gifted athlete who played without passion.
I’d seen the other team practice a trick play before the game.
The pitcher faked a throw to pick off the runner on second. The
second baseman dove for the phantom ball and the shortstop
ran into center to chase it down. This was meant to draw the
runner into running for third, where the pitcher could easily pick
him off. The coach saw I had seen the practice, notified me that it
was perfectly legal, and to be on the lookout for it.
Sure enough, they executed the play during the bottom of
the third and as the field umpire, I called the runner out. Nick
ran onto the field screaming that the play was illegal, that the
home plate umpire hadn’t said “play.”5 As the fight intensified,
Evelyn came onto the field to de-escalate the situation.
5

I don’t recall if the umpire had or hadn’t said “play,” but since I’m writing
this story, Nick was probably wrong.
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“You saw it,” Nick shouted at Evelyn as he got within a foot of
her. “Did the umpire say ‘play?’”
“I don’t know,” said Evelyn. “But if the umpire said he’s out,
he’s out.”
Nick, panting with neck veins popping, encroached ever
closer to Evelyn, shoved his finger within a half-inch of her nose,
and said with restrained rage, “Evelyn, I’ll have your job for this.”
She stood, mouth ajar, speechless, as dust swirled around her.
Nick filled the awkward silence. “There’s a park district
board meeting Tuesday night. You can bet I’ll be there.” Then he
took two steps backward, turned, and walked toward his team,
clapped, and shouted, “All right, Turner, up to bat. Hayes, you’re
on deck. Miller, you’re in the hole.”
Through countless movies and TV shows, I knew this was
one of those pivotal moments in which I was supposed to make
a grand gesture to defend Evelyn. But I just stood, expecting
someone else to step forward.
On Monday and Tuesday, I went to work, as usual, thinking
that maybe cooler heads had prevailed. On Wednesday, Evelyn
met me at the field at 4 pm.
“Hi, Bob.” She started, looking away from me. “I wanted to let
you know that I have turned in my letter of resignation.”
“Why?” I asked, playing dumb.
“Nick came to the board meeting with some other
coaches. They had complaints about the baseball league and
demanded that the park district replace me with someone with a
background in competitive sports. They said if they didn’t, they’d
all get on the board and make the changes themselves.”
“I knew they wouldn’t stop until they got their way.” She
sneered, “After the meeting, Nick came up to me and said, ‘This
isn’t personal, Evelyn.’ ”

INSCAPE • 67

I was naïvely surprised that Nick went to the board. I’d seen
thousands of empty threats by peers throughout my lifetime and
in nearly all of those cases, the person would eventually calm
down and rationalize. As kids, that’s one way we develop into
adults. I immediately wished I had met with Evelyn’s supervisor
to defend her.
On Saturday, Nick approached me before the game started.
“Hey Bob, I want to talk to you. I don’t want you to think
I’m mad at you. I’m not. It’s this park district. They need to hire
umps who know what they’re doing.”
I started to explain that I’d seen the play in practice and that
I was ready for it.
He waved me off. “It’s OK. I forgive you. We’ll just ride out
the rest of this season and make changes next year.” Then he
extended his right hand. I felt dirty shaking it.
I finished that season and then came back for three more
summers; with each one there was a new director.
Nick’s kid moved on to high school, so I never had to see
Nick again.
I have no idea what happened to Evelyn.
I did become a teacher, and I learned that a good school is
mostly perception.
My town was a cliché of suburbia. Fleets of minivans,
corporate food chains, and a society that revolved around
children, but I also learned many lessons there. How to be
responsible, inclusive, and to make and stand by tough decisions.
But the most important one was to stand up for what is right.
Too bad I didn’t learn it in time for Evelyn.
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Olyvia Neal
The Untold Story of Della Dishman
A portrait of the life of Della Dishman, a native of
Dry Hollow, Kentucky.
First Place Non-fiction Award
The mountains raised Della. They slowed time so her bare
feet could slowly trek across its creek bed, toes curled vainly
around slick algae stones. They held her hand with sturdy
boughs as she roamed their miles of secrets with her brothers,
until the children eventually meandered to Grandma’s house for
fresh biscuits or, if they were lucky, apple pies. But sometimes,
the mountains seemed to scold her. She never knew what she
did wrong, but she always knew when. A storm pounded down
the mountain, ricocheting from its resilient stone and roots,
until it fell in drunken puddles at the holler. Thunder echoed
from the hollow cascading breaths between the trees, only
broken by the crack of a branch splintered from its terrestrial
abuse. Then the holler would flood. She’d be so frightened, as
jumpy as the lightning that kept dipping its toe in the earth’s
crust. The water seemed to growl as it chased past their boarded
house. She looked up at Daddy from her refuge beneath her
quilt. His eyes were closed, his temple relaxed, as if he was
rehearsing next Sunday’s sermon at their holler’s church, Union
Separate Baptist, not subjected to the wrath of the storm. Feeling
her gaze, he peeked one eye open and exhaled, “All storms pass,
Della. You’ll feel better t’morrow.” With a sigh she tried to close
her eyes like Daddy did. She focused on the sounds of the rain
on the tin roof until sleep crept over her.  
The next morning Della woke early, slipping on her shoes,
and making her way out to the holler’s path. Her feet sank under
its sodden mud, just like the leaves beneath the weight of the
rain’s remnants above her. A sigh left Della’s lips and dragged her
gaze down to her now muddy shoes. Yet, just past the lace of her
shoe rested a stone the color of cinnamon, with specks of dusty
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gray decorating its face. She leaned down to feel the smooth
stone between her fingers and then found a new stone not two
feet further into the path. This one was no bigger than her palm,
with lines across its belly like the string quilt now crumpled on
her bed. The morning passed as she slowly made her way down
the holler, arms filled with different pretty rocks and pebbles
brought by the storm; some were pink, some yellow, and some
were speckled like the eggs of a mystical bird. When she found
the front door of her house, which still stood despite her fears
only a night ago, she found Daddy leaning against its frame. A
smile crept across his lips as he saw his only daughter’s bounty of
stones. He told her they must’ve come from the flooded creek of
the holler, but she knew they came from the mountain. And she
felt better.
Della woke to the continuous taps of rain on her windows,
the gray morning light fell softly through the cracks of her
curtains and over her quilted bed. She almost thought she was
there again, in the heart of the hills, with her father and brothers.
She awoke from such a haze as the creaking of her bones
matched the sound of the hardwood floors beneath the weight
of her tired feet. Della glanced at her small, gold mirror. Her
white hair lay in whisps, and her brown eyes blurred without
her glasses. Days of jolting out of bed with such energetic
spontaneity rested in childhood memories as she mechanically
adorned her hearing aid, eye drops, and glasses.  
She slowly buttoned up her violet flannel. Purple had
become a new favorite of hers this past decade or so. Its lilac
stitches reminded her of learning to sew with soft, pudgy hands
as a child. Daddy would come in from town with a block of
cheap fabric for her to practice her stitches. Her mother, Fleetie,
having abandoned their life in the mountains when she and her
brothers were small, left Della to teach herself how to sew simple
dresses for her dolls until she could finally make her own. From
that moment years would pass, and someday she would make
those doll-sized dresses for her daughters, for their daughters,
and their daughters. But not anymore. She looked down at those
INSCAPE • 72

perfect lilac stitches on her sleeve, made by a machine she was
sure, though who understands how. Things were so complicated
now, lacking the love brought by the occasional uneven stitch in
a seam.
Careful steps guided by her walker, a now necessary
companion she had named Lucy, led her to the kitchen. The
linoleum was less forgiving to aching ankles than the carpet
behind her, almost whispering warnings not to fall. As a girl she
would laugh for hours at the sight of someone taking a tumble,
but now she supposed it could be quite a scare indeed. Still, she
couldn’t help but let a grin twitch her upper lip. Her hands found
the cool touch of her small porcelain bowl. The silence of the
morning now broken by the clatter of cereal grains against the
round ceramic. A dollop of milk met a drizzle of honey as her
spoon stirred its golden ribbon. “Honey is a miracle,” she would
tell Leonard each morning, as she added it to her tea and cereal.
Her husband never cared much for the sticky substance, despite
her promises of its healing properties. He would swear up and
down that he was allergic, but Della couldn’t help but wonder
skeptically if he just thought he was.  
Still, honey today was never quite as sweet as the gum
honey she would taste as a child. They had one of those big
gums Daddy made. Back in his days, about ninety years ago
now, they’d go out, get a big tree stump, and hollow it out.
Daddy would put a top on it and carve out a hole on the side
that he would call “the bees’ little door.” The bees would go right
through their front door and make their hive. Then in about May
or June they’d go do what Daddy called “robbin’ the bees.” He’d
have big dishpans of honey and carefully pour them into food
jars back home. Our own liquid gold. It was a different life now,
but oh how Della still loved her honey.
Lucy in one hand and coffee in the other, Della sighed as
her body felt the comforts of her favorite spot on the purple sofa
beneath her. She did love purple now. Her hand absently found
the remote in her small wicker basket beside her. She only really
found comforts in good religious TV these days, not caring
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much for chaos of other channels as she skipped from one to the
next. Her finger paused atop the remote as she heard the familiar
sounds of Bob Barker on “The Price is Right.” It sounded empty,
lacking the usual harmony of Leonard’s brown recliner’s rocking
squeaks. She glanced over as she had so many times before, but
his chair remained still; its fabric, still worn and sunken under
his once familiar imprint, was empty.  
Ninety-three years had been felt by Della, and yet her
favorite memory remained as unwavering as the mountain peaks
she was raised beneath. Leonard Dishman. It was any other day
in the mountain. Della found her way to the trough her Daddy
built beneath a bluff across the holler when she saw him make
his way up the path from Slickford. He was one of the most
handsome fellas she had ever seen and had just come home
from World War II. Carrying her bucket of water, she exchanged
howdies, hoping that wouldn’t be the last she saw of him. It
wasn’t. He was at church the next Sunday and walked her home
from service alongside her family. This became a weekly date of
theirs, and even on the bad snowy Sundays Leonard made sure
to be at her humble holler home. She knew he could’ve had any
girl he wanted and couldn’t help but think of herself as a simple
girl from the hills, so she made sure to bake fresh cakes and
sneak him pieces every visit. Eighteen months of courtin’ led
Leonard to help her Daddy bring their cow home to be milked,
a perfect time to secretly ask him for his blessing. She couldn’t
help but sigh, knowing courtin’ was something people today
simply didn’t understand anymore.
On June 3, 1948, Della married her soulmate in the pink,
ruffled dress he bought her just for the occasion. She cooked
him fried chicken for their wedding supper, which would remain
his favorite meal for decades to come. They were happy. The
kind of joy that couldn’t even be broken by the harsh holler
weather. The kind of joy that could only grow as Della reached
her third trimester almost a year later with their firstborn. The
kind of joy that could be swept away by a sorrow like the floods
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that would frighten her as a child, at the sight of her stillborn
son. Donnie Dishman was a seemingly healthy baby. She
could’ve sworn he was just in a peaceful sleep, as if he would
wake up with big eyes and gasp his first cry at the sight of the
world. But his eyes never opened, and the couple could hardly
bear it.  
Times became hard, poverty was a burden, and work was
scarce as the storms of grief continued to bear down on them
with the tenacity of time, which the mountains always slowed.
Della remembered her Daddy’s words that night, “All storms
pass, Della. You’ll feel better t’morrow.” Yet, she couldn’t find
tomorrow, seemingly lost in the woods that once embraced her.
Months passed, but their tomorrow eventually came. Della and
Leonard finally saved enough money for a piece of her Daddy’s
land in the holler. They built a box house with three rooms, a
wood-burning range, and a cupboard Leonard made just for her.
Then, a year later their house became a home as they gave birth
to a beautiful daughter, Anneda. She was their precious gem
after the storm. And Della felt better.  
She and Leonard got to love four daughters, ten
grandchildren, twenty-two great-grandchildren, and two greatgreat-grandchildren through seventy years of marriage. Each one
as precious and unique as her favorite stones from the holler.
But Della would endure many more storms as well. The loss of
her brothers, her father, and the grandmother that helped raise
her. The loss of her daughter, Peggy, to diabetes. The loss of her
son-in-law, Millard on Thanksgiving Day. Each one came like
a seemingly endless flood from the hills that swore to protect
her. Yet, her father’s words so many decades later remained
true. With resilience she held on, until each storm passed. But,
in April of 2019, when she said goodbye to her soulmate, Della
Dishman had to hold strong as the mountain that bore her.  
She felt a tear fall slowly from her weathered cheek, like the
sap from her Daddy’s maples. Her hand still held the remote
loosely between absent fingers until she decidedly turned it off,
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as she remembered how she and her family would travel over
the hills to those sugar trees. Daddy would whack the maple’s
branches until her sap would trickle down to the buckets held by
Della and her brothers. They would take the sweet liquid back to
the house after about five or six trees, where Daddy would boil it
down in a big, black kettle until they had syrup. Sometimes, he
would keep boiling it down to sugar that Della would sprinkle
over cakes for the family.  
Times were simpler then. Though she eventually moved
from her home in the heart of the mountain, the hills came
with her. She saw the beauty of its nature in her own garden
beside her home, reminding her of her Daddy’s favorite potato
patch. She smelled the boughs of pine, maple, and oak that once
embraced her within the woodwork of her husband’s shed.
The chaos of family gatherings come Easter or Thanksgiving
reminded her of her own childhood when she would make
pets out of their chickens and pigs with her brothers, chasing
them with her big, red dog, Tip. She loved the sound of her
grandchildren and great-grandchildren’s laughter beneath their
apple tree as she made her grandmother’s famous biscuits and
apple pies for them.  
Times were harder now. Her garden was now scabbed over
by years of weeds and hard soil, her legs too weak to make many
more pies, and the chaos of family now smothered by their
fears of sickening her weak immune system during a pandemic.
It would be so easy to let it slip by, with time as slick as the
algae stones of a creek bed beneath her toes. But Della held on
to every season, as the mountains did, and found something
beautiful in each day. She then discovered a new love: novels.
Her childhood education in the one-room schoolhouse of the
holler taught her with a reader, a speller, and other simple books
for arithmetic, history, and geography, but never with novels.
Yet, at ninety-three years old, her love for novels continued to
blossom as she felt the infectious excitement of clutching their
pages, unable to let go of the words until the ending unraveled.  
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Her novels brought the mountains back to her. Stories of
Appalachian hills and simpler times filled her mind and allowed
her to see their mystery again with such a clarity that had
previously lacked translucency from bifocals or hazed memory.
So, as she sat in her favorite spot on her purple sofa each night, a
book would always rest between her resilient hands. If you saw
her from the window, hair as white and soft as a cumulus cloud,
feet crossed above the shaggy carpet, you may not understand
why a smile lingered on her thin lips. For in that moment, Della
was far beyond her favorite-colored couch, farther beyond your
pitied gaze. She was flying over the hills like a skylark above
the clouds. She was roaming the hillside with her brothers and
father. She was boiling down the sweet sap of a maple to sprinkle
fine sugar over cakes for young love. She was thriving, as her
mind held the wisdom and life of almost a century.  
Most of all, she continued to share her own stories as her
family gathered for their reunion at the holler. She told them of
the resilience and love embedded deep within their mountain
roots. With careful steps she walked down its path, holding on
to her family as they guided her across. She sat in the shade of
a sturdy bough and watched as her family trekked through the
creek. The children, already soaked from its moving current,
parents with pants rolled up to their knees, now trained with
civility, all waded through the waters and walked along its bed
in search of precious rocks. They came to Della, their beloved
Granny from the holler, and showed their bounty of stones.
She thought of her son and daughter, her father and brothers,
and her beloved all in heaven. She let the holler’s winds touch
her skin, and the sounds of the creek bed remind her of their
laughter. She knew she would see them soon, but for now she
looked at the family she made and the mountain’s stones in their
hands, and Della felt better.  
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Brandon Trent
Infernal Cups
Ceramic
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Sierra Austin is a criminology major with a minor in agriculture

at Morehead State University. A native of Morehead, she resides
in Sharpsburg. Austin enjoys writing narratives of her life in the
hills of Eastern Kentucky.
Tayler Burnette is a senior from Morehead State University

pursuing a Bachelor of Fine Arts in Art with minors in art
entrepreneurship and art history. She is a recipient of the
W. Paul and Lucille Caudill Little Endowment Study of the
Arts Scholarship. Previously published in Inscape, Burnette’s
work has been displayed at the Gateway Regional Arts Center
(Mt. Sterling), Rowan County Arts Center (Morehead) and
Golding-Yang Art Gallery at MSU. Burnette’s work is focused on
photography, experimenting with color film.

Leto Campbell is a senior art major at Morehead State University

that works primarily in realism. They focus on portraiture and
how they can portray feelings and emotions in their work to grab
the viewers’ attention and allow them to connect to and find
their own meaning within the work.

Bob Chikos is a graduate of the College of Lake County, East

Tennessee State University, Northeastern Illinois University, and
Northern Illinois University. Chikos lives in Cary, Illinois. He
has been published in 28 literary journals, including Spindrift,
The Willow Review and The Opiate. He was recently named to the
District Equity Leadership Team in Community High School
District 155.
Patrick Clark graduated from Morehead State University in

2021 with a bachelor’s degree in art with an emphasis on graphic
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design. He displayed work in the exhibitions In the Making
(2019) and Everything Considered (2020) in MSU’s GoldingYang Art Gallery, and Roots (2018) in MSU’s Strider Gallery.
Clark’s work was published in the 2021 issue of Inscape. In
2020, he received an Honorable Mention award in the senior
exhibition at Morehead State University.
Brenden “Lav” Connelly is a Morehead State University general

music major with the main instrument of bassoon.

Grace Douglas, an art education major in the B.F.A. program

at Morehead State University, is from Berea, KY and grew up
surrounded by the arts. Her work has won many awards, such as
the Berea Art Council’s Young Artist of the Year in 2019 and the
Outstanding Freshman in Art & Design in 2021. Douglas’ work
has been published in the Cactus Juice Zine, Terror Time Zine and
the 2021 edition of Inscape. Much of her work, either digital or
traditional, is portraiture with fantasy and ethereal aspects.

Isaack Evans (or Bearfoot Evans, as he signs his work) is a digital

artist who is influenced by the weird and macabre. Evans uses
monsters in lighthearted ways to capture the imagination and
wonder of his audience. He placed Second (both in 2021 and
2017) at the Gateway Regional Art Center’s Annual Student Art
& Design Exhibition in Mt. Sterling and was awarded Honorable
Mention in MSU’s In Bloom exhibition (2017). Bearfoot Evans
is the former president of The Artist Collective, an MSU student
organization.
Anna Frazier had their flash fiction/realistic fiction piece “The

Angel Without Wings” published in Tales From a Rural Route:
Henry County High School Volume II by Twin Sisters Press back
in 2019. They are a junior at Morehead State University double
majoring in English education and creative writing. Frazier is
in the process of writing a creative non-fiction book in a lyrical,
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non-chronological style about the effects of trauma. Most of
their work tackles sensitive, but important topics.
Hannah Fulks is a senior completing a Bachelor of Arts in Art

at Morehead State University. She makes jewelry from resin
that can be purchased at Coffee Tree Books in Morehead and
coasters from preserved dried flowers from around Kentucky.
She also really enjoys working with film. Fulks’ published work
is one of her favorite images from a concert she attended. The
photograph captures the joy that Harry Styles radiates to his
fans. It was an amazing experience that she is glad she got to
capture a few moments from.
Ian R. Ginn is a junior majoring in university studies at Morehead

State University. Ginn’s published piece was created during his
first photography class. Previously, he has primarily worked in
the media of drawing, metal and woodworking. Ginn has a deep
fascination and love of the wilderness and forest that surround
the area where he lives, so he likes to draw from that as well as
his imagination as much as possible. Ginn takes elements from
folklore, legends and mysteries and weaves them within his
work.

Saule Gollihue is a senior who will graduate in the spring of

2022 from Morehead State University with a Bachelor of Fine
Arts in Art and minors in photography and art history. While
at MSU, she was awarded the Art Leadership Award, Alumni
Scholarship and a First Place Award in Inscape while being
recognized by the MSU Department of Art & Design as the
Outstanding Junior. Upon earning her undergraduate degree,
Gollihue plans to continue her education by earning a Master of
Fine Arts in Photography. She is excited to share her passion for
art with the Tri-State community.
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Jenna Hackworth is an art education major at Morehead

State University whose work has been displayed in multiple
exhibitions and received awards. Hackworth’s published work,
“Casual Drink,” was completed in her Painting I class and is a
recreation of a photograph she took of a set of drinking glasses.
One of Hackworth’s first realistic paintings, she wanted to make
“Casual Drink” lean toward realism, but also have a color block
feel. Hackworth is excited to create additional realistic paintings.

Paige Hale is a senior art major at Morehead State University.

They have received Honorable Mention awards for their work
and were published in the 2021 and 2020 editions of Inscape.
Hale’s work primarily focuses on nature and personal grief.

Holly Hendrix is a sophomore at Morehead State University
majoring in Spanish and considering adding a major in global
studies and a minor in linguistics. A native of Hebron, Hendrix
is a member of the George M. Luckey, Jr., Academic Honors
Program. She has been involved in a translation-focused
undergraduate research fellowship with Dr. Philip Krummrich,
professor of comparative literature and director of the academic
honors program.
Ethan Jenkins is a junior art major at Morehead State University

and a native of Morehead. While he works primarily in painting
and drawing, Jenkins did a lot of digital photography in the
fall 2021 semester at MSU. His works often focus on personal
narrative or environmentalism.

Allison Jones is an art major in the B.F.A. program at Morehead

State University. Her work has been shown in the 2021 Spring
Showcase at MSU, as well as both the 2020 and 2021 Annual
Student Art & Design Exhibition at the Gateway Regional
Art Center in Mt. Sterling, KY. Jones received an Honorable
Mention award in the Spring Showcase and First Place in 3D/
Sculpture in the 2021 Annual Student Art & Design Exhibition.
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With experience in many areas, her recent work combines
photography and clay, working with cyanotype printing on
primarily slip-cast porcelain surfaces and objects. Her subject
matter is often centered around the fragility of time.
Liz Ketz is majoring in art in Morehead State University’s

B.F.A. program. Ketz was born and raised in Lexington and
is currently living in Morehead. She was initially a self-taught
artist, obtaining art training later in college. Her aunt, who also
has an art background, helped Ketz early on in high school with
acrylic painting and pressing flowers. Ketz’s work has received
two Honorable Mention awards, one at the Gateway Regional
Art Center’s 2019 Annual Student Art & Design Exhibition in Mt.
Sterling and the other in MSU’s 2021 Spring Showcase exhibit.
Sony Kilgore is a creative writing major at Morehead State

University from Hazard. They have previously been published
in Inscape 2020 and 2021. Kilgore has several works in progress,
including two fiction novels and a graphic novel they are
illustrating themselves. Their work focuses on deep-rooted
feelings of loneliness and plays on the intricate relationship that
people have with the world.

Karlye Lane is a junior art major in the B.F.A. program at

Morehead State University. In 2021, Lane exhibited work in
MSU’s juried Spring Showcase exhibition and the Annual Student
Art & Design Exhibition, winning an Honorable Mention award
at the latter.

Cal Leadingham is an art major minoring in computer gaming

at Morehead State University. They aspire to work as a character
designer, and are currently working on designs for Steven
Universe: The Movie - The Musical.
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Rox Lockard is a biomedical sciences and chemistry major at

Morehead State University from Georgetown. They have been
nationally published for academic and creative writing, and
currently lead an art outreach program at the Craft Academy
for Excellence in Science and Mathematics at Morehead State
University.

Laura Lowe is an art major at Morehead State University

aspiring to share that knowledge with the world. They look
forward to trying different media to create something new. Over
the year, with COVID-19 raging, Lowe found it difficult to find
the inspiration to create. Yet, with a little spark of creativity, they
want to get their gears moving again with the opportunities that
come from a new semester.
Sinclaire Marie is a senior working to obtain a Bachelor of

Fine Arts in Art from Morehead State University. During her
undergraduate career, she has grown a focus in charcoal and
ceramics. In 2021, Sinclaire Marie was awarded Best in Show at
the Rowan County Arts Center’s Spring Showcase in Morehead,
published in Inscape, and juried into LexArts’ PRHBTN
exhibition at the Lexington Art League’s Loudon House.
Richard Martin III is an English education major with a minor in

French at Morehead State University from Mt. Sterling. Martin
was acknowledged for presenting research on foreign language
acquisition at the Kentucky World Language Association in the
Fall of 2018. He studied abroad at Caen-Normandy University
in France in the spring of 2019 and uses his experiences as a
point of reference in his poetry.
Brenna Molden is an art major in the Bachelor of Fine Arts

program at Morehead State University whose work is focused on
storytelling through an expressionistic manner. Molden’s work
was published in the 2020 issue of Inscape, and she won Best of
Show and Second Place in Drawing & Printmaking in the 2021
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Annual Student Art & Design Exhibition at the Gateway Regional
Art Center in Mt. Sterling, as well as two First Place awards in
the 2020 exhibit.
Barbara Morrison graduated from Morehead State University

in 2021 earning a bachelor’s degree in art with a minor in
art history. She was awarded Second Place and Honorable
Mention in the painting category of the Annual Student Art &
Design Exhibition in 2021. As Morrison’s style is more suited for
illustration, she is going to continue working in that direction.
She currently lives and works in Eastern Kentucky.

Olyvia Neal is a junior from Monticello double-majoring in

English and convergent media at Morehead State University.
Neal focuses on creative nonfiction and journalistic writing,
as well as photojournalism through digital photography. Her
Appalachian roots inspire both her writing and photography
as her current projects include capturing the essence of folk
and bluegrass musicians. She has been published in The Daily
Independent of Ashland, The Commonwealth Journal of Somerset,
SEKY Magazine, Unsung Heroes Magazine and the 2021 issue of
Inscape.

Jazmine Opdycke holds a degree from Somerset Community

College and is currently double-majoring in small business
management and entrepreneurship at Morehead State
University. She was born in the small one-traffic-light town of
McKee. Her work has previously been published in Eber &
Wein’s Where the Mind Dwells: Imagination and Three Line Poetry,
Issue #54. She has also been awarded the 21st Century Emily
Dickinson Award through BookLeaf Publishing. Opdycke is
currently working on a poetry chapbook.
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Frazier Pack’s published piece, Drowning, is from a series of

work that tries to imbue the viewer with a sense of confinement
or constriction. From the beginning, the work has been about
being submerged underwater. The process involves using silver
gelatin printing paper, enveloping it in a waterproof protector,
developing it and digitally altering the image.

Megan Pater graduated with a Master of Arts in Studio Art in

December 2021 from Morehead State University. She primarily
focuses on alternative process photography and has won awards
locally and nationally for her printmaking and photography.
Pater is a juried member of the California Society of Printmakers
and a member of the Bluegrass Printmakers. Her works were
published in the 29th and 31st issues of the international
publication, The Hand Magazine, as well as the 2020 edition of
Inscape.

Aleksander Perris is a senior at Morehead State University

majoring in both creative writing and English with a minor
in literature from Pikeville. He has traditionally published
one novella, “Wilde Ones,” and has a number of short stories
published online through Tapas. He has finished his creative
writing thesis at MSU, titled “The Venetian Judas.” Perris was
published in the 2019, 2020 and 2021 editions of the Inscape
Literary & Visual Arts Journal, winning First Place in fiction in
2021. Presently, he is writing an Edwardian-era fantasy novel
with LGBTQIA+ romance, aiming to continue his dream of
creating new Gothic literature.
Robert Pettus is an English as a Second Language teacher.

Previously, he taught for four years in a combination of rural
Thailand and Moscow, Russia. He likes writing but he never
found the time or the courage to try and regularly do it until
quarantine forced him into a much more isolated lifestyle.
“Guilt” is one of the stories he recently wrote.
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Malcolm Shaver is a sophomore pursuing a B.F.A. in Art at

Morehead State University. He has exhibited his work in the
Rowan County Courthouse (Morehead) and the Gateway
Regional Arts Center (Mt. Sterling) and been published
in Inscape (2021). His current, big project focuses on his
experiences as a transgender male highlighting what some
transgender people go through. Shaver hopes to become a
freelance illustrator while also continuing to grow his project as
he continues transitioning.
Laura Simpson is a sophomore art and design major at
Morehead State University. Her recent areas of work include
black and white photography, metal sculpture, wood sculpture,
plaster carving and metal casting. Simpson also has been
working on various painting projects, both digital and
traditional. Her artwork has been accepted into the Kentucky
State Fair and won awards there, as well as the Clark County
Fair.
Anthony Smith is a junior studying legal studies with a minor in

social work at Morehead State University.

Madisyn Staggs is a history major with a minor in English at

Morehead State University from Wheelersburg, Ohio. She
transferred from Ohio State University her sophomore year. In
April 2021, three of Staggs’ poems were published in Inscape and
one of her articles was published in the Armstrong Undergraduate
Journal of History. Staggs recently received the Victor Howard
History Award for Best Paper.

Jacklyn Stiltner is a senior biomedical sciences major at
Morehead State University whose photography work is
comprised of self-portraits, landscapes and environmental
portraits. The published work is from Introduction to Digital
Photography, her first art course at MSU. Stiltner hopes to
continue experimenting with photography in the future.
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Brandon Trent is a Bachelor of Arts in Art major with a focus in

ceramics and sculpture. He has a passion for 3D arts. His current
projects focus on intertwining the freedom of sculpture with the
beauty of ceramics, and sneaking in a small amount of humor as
well.
Haley Younce graduated from Morehead State University in
2019 with a Bachelor of Arts - Teaching Certification, P-12.
Currently, she is working toward her Master of Art in Studio Art
from MSU. Participating in several exhibitions over the last five
years, Younce’s work has been displayed at the ArtsPlace Gallery
in Lexington, the Kentucky Folk Art Center and Golding-Yang
Art Gallery, both in Morehead, as well as the Gateway Regional
Arts Center in Mt. Sterling. Younce is currently working on a
commission with LexArts, painting a fiberglass horse as part of
Horse Mania in Lexington.
Kendahl Young is completing her associate degree in business

studies at Morehead State University in the spring of 2022 and
will later work toward earning a bachelor’s degree in accounting.
Her works are based on the concept of depression, anxiety and
social fear.
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inscape
U1erary & Vlsual Arts Journal

Inscape is a Morehead State University publication with a long history
of cutting-edge literary and visual arts. Media and genres of work range
from prose, poetry, short story, long narrative, non-fiction and creative
essays to ceramics, photography, printmaking, drawing, painting,
sculpture, design and digital art.
The Department of English offers MSU students the opportunity to
submit work for publication. Students may submit poetry, fiction, nonfiction, translations or drama. The works are peer-reviewed by a panel
and top selections are included in Inscape.
The Department of Art and Design offers students two opportunities to
have their work juried for publication. Jurors review the competitive
pool of submissions every issue for both the cover design and the visual
artwork published. These selections help produce a unique and diverse
issue of Inscape each year.
For specific guidelines and submission dates, visit
www.moreheadstate.edu/inscape.
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MOREHEAD STATE
UNIVERSITY
Kentucky’s Morehead State University has served generations
of students and families through hands-on education.
We empower students to find their purpose and achieve
their goals through our quality academic programs and
personalized support. Our academic programs consistently
earn national rankings for excellence, accessibility and best
value.
Visit our website and see for yourself why
MSU is a top-ranked public university!

WWW.MOREHEADSTATE.EDU
Morehead State University is committed to providing equal educational opportunities to all persons
regardless of race, color, national origin, age, religion, sex, sexual orientation, gender identity, gender
expression, disabled veterans, recently separated veterans, other protected veterans, and armed
forces service medal veterans, or disability in its educational programs, services, activities, employment
policies, and admission of students to any program of study. In this regard the University conforms to all
the laws, statutes, and regulations concerning equal employment opportunities and affirmative action.
This includes: Title VI and Title VII of the Civil Rights Act of 1964, Title IX of the Education Amendments
of 1972, Executive Orders 11246 and 11375, Equal Pay Act of 1963, Vietnam Era Veterans Readjustment
Assistance Act of 1974, Age Discrimination in Employment Act of 1967, Sections 503 and 504 of the
Rehabilitation Act of 1973, Americans with Disabilities Act of 1990, and Kentucky Revised Statutes 207.130
to 207.240; Chapter 344 and other applicable statutes. Vocational educational programs at Morehead
State University supported by federal funds include industrial education, vocational agriculture,
business education, and the associate degree program in nursing. Any inquiries should be addressed
to: Affirmative Action Officer, Morehead State University, 301 Howell-McDowell Administration Building,
Morehead, KY 40351, 606-783-2097.
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